SUNDAY MORNINGS

young lady could, or at any rate should, be
pleased with a good deal that Mr. Lawrence has
written since that day. What precisely were the
defects of these poems we are not allowed to see :
Mr. Lawrence does not print them in his collected
edition. But he does say " I never ' liked' my
real poems as I liked ' To Guelder-Roses/ " It is a
strange confession. He writes his poems on
theory, and he judges them on theory. " How
beautiful" he thinks of something that he has
written; then, pulling himself up, he says:
"Tear it up, I like it.1'

This is revelatory:   so is another statement.
" It seems to me/' says he,

that no poetry, not even the best, should be
judged as if it existed in the absolute, in the
vacuum of the absolute. Even the best poetry,
when it is all personal, needs the penumbra
of its own time and place and circumstance to
make it full and whole. If we knew a little
more of Shakespeare's self and circumstance,
how much more complete the Sonnets would be
to us, how their strange, torn edges would be
softened and merged into a whole body! So
one would like to ask the reader of " Look!
We Have Come Through 1" to fill in the
background of the poems, as far as possible,
with the place, the time, the circumstance.

He is afraid of what he likes; and he is anxious
that what he writes should be interpreted in the
light of his life. He has no idea of letting himself
go without reserve; and he does not suppose
himself to be setting down generalisations which
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